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Who lives in such times honourably or safe,

When change of will and violence mutable

Makes all state loose and rootless ?   Think you, men

Who have dipped their hands in this red act with you

Will, as they wash them, so wash off their hearts

The burning spot of raw malignity

And fire and hunger of ambition made

So proud and full of meat, so rank in strength,

So grossly fed and fattened with fresh blood ?

Is it for love of your name more than mine

These men that fought against my love of you,

And made rebellious wars on my free choice,

Smite now my very head and crown of state

In this night's hot and present stroke ?    Be sure

It is the throne, the name, the power in us

That here is stabbed and bleeds from such a wound

As draws out life of you no less than me

If you be part of majesty indeed.

Yea, howsoe'er you be now borne in hand,

They will but use you as an axe to smite,

A brand to set on fire the house of state

And in the doing be burnt up of itself.

Why, do but think with now more temperate blood

What are they that have helped you to this deed?

What friends to you ? what faith toward royalty,

And what goodwill and surety of sound mind,

Have you found in them ? or how put in proof?

What bond have their loves given you to confirm

Their hearts toward you stable ?   Nay, if this

Be all my pledge for honour and safe life,